went on and on, sticky and old-fashioned, and the longer it
lasted the less he seemed to care for KatL She had been
wonderful in Luxor, with the moonlight on her face and
the band playing in the distance. He tried hard to recapture
that mad intensity, the enchantment of that first infatuation.
He looked at Mabel's petulant face. If she were the pal she
claimed to be she would be nice to him just now, not just
sit there and sulk. "Darned long intermission," he said.

"Your company doesn't make it any shorter," she
answered.

It was not easy for Henry Carter to get back-stage. The
usher who had willingly opened the door for Peter Johnson,
rudely closed the same door in Henry Carter's face. For
the Johnsons had belonged to the Met. and its board of
directors for three generations, whereas the Carters had
only just arrived in the Social Register and were not yet
recognized by the conservative ushers of the theatre. The
small fact that grandfather Carter had peddled a bundle of
cotton goods in the Middle West kept Handsome Henry
outside that door and brought home to him once more
the truth that, push as he might, he would never catch up
with the Johnsons. But, then, his own grandchildren
would be able to boast a grandfather with a box in the
Metropolitan and they would belong. This idea gave him
new vigour and with a renewed firmness he forced his way
into the back-stage citadel of the Metropolitan.

The first thing that caught his eye was Johnson standing
in a corner, with Marina coyly balancing on tip-toes and
stroking his lapels. Henry braced himself and walked up to
them. "Here you are, Johnson," he said, as nonchalantly
as he could manage with no breath left and perspiration
streaming down his forehead. "Hello, Duckywucky,"
Marina said mercilessly. He gave her a cramped smile.
"Duckywucky yourself," he retorted, and, linking his arm
in Johnson's, he tried to drag him away.
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